
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



VEST-POCKET SERIES 

OF 

Stanbarb anir popular %)x\\m%. 



PHE great popularity of the " Little Classics " 
has proved anew the truth of Dr. Johnson's 
remark : " Books that you may carry to the 
fire, and hold readily in your hand, are the most use- 
ful after all." The attractive character of their con- 
tents has been very strongly commended to public 
favor by the convenient size of the volumes. These 
were not too large to be carried to the fire or held 
readily in the hand, and consequently they have been 
in great request wherever they have become known. 



Thfi Yes.% '- PQcket Series 



consists of ^^lyil|n| Vr^ llilillliir llliilit tilii 
sics." Tht 
cloth bindi 
carrying oi 



;j4U!c Clas- I 
tlrxible 1 



j 
nt fnr I 

ice of I 



ze^y Google 



their contents makes them desirable always and 
everywhere. The series includes 

STORIES, ESSAYS, SKETCHES, AND POEMS 

SELECTED FROM THE WRITINGS OF 



Emerson, 


Tennyson, 


Longfellow, 


Lowell, 


Whiffier, 


Holmes, 


Hawthorne, 


Browning, 


Garlyle, 


Macaulay, 


Aldrich, 


Milton, 


Hood, 


Campbell, 


Gray, 


Owen Meredith, 


Aytoun, 


Pope, 



Thomson, 

AND OTHERS OF EQUAL FAME. 



ilhistrated, and bound in flexible cloth covers, at a 
uniform price of 

FIFTY CENTS EACH. 

JAMES R. OSGOOD & CO., 

Publishers, Boston. 



dbyGoOgIt 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



5 

I 

s 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



ijOCi^SL:Eir julll, 



TTxe TaZkirtg Oak.. 



ALFREL TENNYSON. 



JllustrateH. 




BOSTON: 

JAMES R. OSGOOD AND COMPANY, 
iMte Ticknor <&• Fields, and Fields, Osgood, & Co. 



1877. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



kcm^^ 



HARVARD 

NIVERSITYj 

LIBRARY 




Digitized by Google 




CONTENTS. 



LOCKSLEY HALL 
THE TALKING OAK 



Pa^e 
. 9 



69 




Digitized byCjOOQlC 




Digitized byCjOOQlC 




IIiIiIJSTBATIONS. 

" Here about the beach I wandered " . . Frontispiece. 

Page 
" Many a night from yonder ivied casement " • . 13 

"Many an evening by the waters" . .19 

" Go to him : it is thy duty " 23 

" Sees in heaven the light of London flaring like a dreary 
dawn" .' ; . 37 

" As a lion, creeping nigher. 
Glares at one that nods and winks behind a slowly- 
dying fire " . . 41 

" Leap the rainbows of the brooks " . 61 

" Comes a vapor from the margin '*.... 65 

" She glanced across the plain *' .... 77 




Digitized byCjOOQlC 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



hXfeKShXT aJL3U&. 



/«a3*s=K 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



LOCKSLBY HALL. 

OMRADES, leave me here a little, 
wbile as yet 'tis early mom: 



Leave me here, and when you want me, souud 
upon the bugle-horn. 



'T is the place, and all around it, as of old, the 

curlews call. 
Dreary gleams about the moorland flying over 

Locksley Hall; 
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12 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

Lockslej Hall^ that in the distance overlooks 
the sandy tracts^ 

And the hollow ocean-ridges roaring into cata- 
racts. 

Many a night from yonder ivied casement, ere 

I went to rest. 
Did I look on Great Orion sloping slowly to 

the West. 

Many a night I saw the Pleiads, rising thro* 

the mellow shade, 
Glitter like a swarm of fire-flies tangled in a 

silver braid. 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 15 

Here about the beach I wander'd, nourishing 

a youth sublime . 
With the fairy tales of science, and the long 

result of Time; 

When the centuries behind me like a fruitful 
land reposed; 

When I clung to all the present for the prom- 
ise that it closed : 

When I dipt into the future far as human eye 
could see ; 

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the won- 
der that would be. — 
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16 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

In the Spring a fuller crimson comes upon the 

robin's breast ; 
In the Spring the wanton lapwing gets himself 

another crest ; 

In the Spring a livelier iris changes on the 

burnished dove : 
In the Spring a young man's fancy ligiitly 

turns to thouglits of love. 

Then her cheek was pale and thinner than 
should be for one so young, 

And her eyes on all my motions with a mute 
observance hung. 
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LOCKSLBY HALL. 17 

And I said, '* My consiu Amy, speak, and speak 

the truth to me, 
Trust me, cousin, all the current of ray being 

sets to thee." 

On her pallid cheek and forehead came a color 

and a light. 
As I have seen the rosy red flushing in the 

northern night. 

And she tum*d — her bosom shaken with a 

sudden storm of sighs — 
All the spirit deeply dawning in the dark of 

hazel eyes — 
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18 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

Saying, " I have hid liiy feelings, fearing they 

should do me wrong " ; 
Saying, " Dost thou love me, cousin ? " weep- ' 

ing, "I have loved thee long." 

Love took up the glass of Time, and tum'd it 

in his glowing hands ; 
Every moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in 

golden sands. 

Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on 

all the chords with might ; 
Smote the chord of Self, that, trembling, pass'd 

in music out of sight. 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 21 

Many a morning on tbe moorland did we bear 

the copses ring. 
And her whisper throng'd my pulses with the 

fulness of the Spring. 

Many an evening by tbe waters did we watch 
the stately ships. 

And our spirits rush'd together at the touch- 
ing of the lips. 

my cousin, shallow-hearted ! my Amy, 
mine no more ! 

O the dreary, dreary moorland ! the bar- 
ren, barren shore ! 
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22 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

Falser than all fancy fathoms, falser than all 

songs have sung, 
Puppet to a father's threat, and servile to a 

shrewish tongue! 

Is it well to wish thee happy ? — having 

known me — to decline 
On a range of lower feelings and a narrower 

heart than mine! 

Yet it shall be : thou shalt lower to his level 

day by day, 
What is fine within thee growing coarse to 

syrapatliize with clay. 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 25 

As the husband is, the wife is : thou art mated 

with a clown, 
'And the grossness of his nature will have 

weight to drag thee down. 

He will hold thee, when his passion shall have 

spent its novel force. 
Something better than his dog, a little dearer 

than his horse. 

What is this F his eyes are heavy ; think not 

they are glazed with wine. 
Go to him : it is thy duty : kiss him : take his 

hand in thine. 
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26 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

It may be my lord is weary, tliat bis brain is 

overwrougbt ; 
Sootbe him with thy finer fancies, touch him 

with thy lighter thought. 

He will answer to the purpose, easy things to 

understand, — 
Better thou wert dead before me, tho' I slew 

thee with my hand! 

Better thou and I were lying, hidden from the 

heart's disgrace, 
Roird in one another's arms, and silent in a 

last embrace. 
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L0CK8LEY HALL. 27 

Cursed be the social wants that sin against the 

strength of youth ! 
Cursed be the social lies that warp us from 

the living truth ! 

Cursed be the sickly forms that err from hon- 
est Nature's rule ! 

Cursed be the gold that gilds the straiten'd 
forehead of the fool I 

Well— -'tis well that I should bluster! — 
Hadst thou less unworthy proved — 

Would to Grod — for I had loved thee more 
tlian ever wife was loved. 
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28 L0CK8LEY HALL. 

Am I mad, that I should cherish that which 

bears but bitter fruit P 
I will pluck it from my bosom, tho' mj heart 

be at the root. 

Never, tho' my mortal summers to such length 

of years should come 
As the many-winter'd crow that leads the 

clanging rookery home. 

Where is comfort P in division of the records 

of the mind P 
Can I part her from herself, and love her, as I 

knew her, kind P 
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LOGKSLBT HALL. 29 

I remember one that perish'd ; sweetly did she 

speak and more : 
Such a one do I remember, whom to look at 

was to love. 

Can I think of her as dead, and love her for 

the love she bore? 
No — she never loved me truly : love is love 

forevermore. 

Comfort ? comfort scom'd of devils ! this is 
truth the poet sings. 

That a sorrow's crown of sorrow is remember- 
ing liappier things. 
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30 L0CK8LEY HALL. 

Drug thy memories, lest thou learn it, lest thy 

heart be put to proof, 
lu the dead unhappy night, and when the rain 

is on the roof. 

Like a dog, he hunts in dreams, and thou art 

staring at the wall. 
Where the dying night-lamp flickers, and the 

shadows rise and fall. 

Then a hand shall pass before thee, pointing 

to his drunken sleep. 
To thy widow'd marriage pillows, to the tears 

that thou wilt weep. 
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L0CK8LET HALL. 31 

Thou shalt hear the "Never, never," wliisper'cl 
bv the phantom years. 

And a song from out the distance in the ring- 
ing of thine ears ; 

And an eye shall vex thee, looking ancient 

kindness on thy pain. 
Turn thee, turn thee on thy pillow: get thee 

to thy rest again. 

Nay, but Nature brings thee solace ; for a ten- 
der voice will cry. 

*T is a purer life than thine ; a lip to drain thy 
trouble dry. 
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32 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

Baby lips will laugh me down : my latest rival 

brings thee rest. 
Baby fingers, waxen touches, press me from 

the mother's breast. 

O, the child too clothes the father with a dear- 

ness not his due. 
Half is .thine and half is his : it will be worthy 

of the two. 

O, I see thee old and formal, fitted to thy 

petty part. 
With a little hoard of maxims preaching down 

a daughter's heart. 
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LOCESLEY HALL. 33 

"They were dangerous guides the feelings — 
she herself was not exempt — 

Truly, she herself had suffered" — Perish in 
thy self-contempt! 

Overlive it — lower yet — be happy! where- 
fore should I careP 

I myself must mix with action, lest I wither 
by despair. 

What is that which I should turn to, lighting 

upon days like these P 
Every door is barr'd with gold, and opens but 

to golden keys. 
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34 LOGKSLET HALL. 

Every gate is throng'd with suitors, all the 

markets overflow. 
I have but an angry fancy : what is that which 

I should do P 

I had been content to perish, falling on the 

foeman's ground, 
When the ranks are roU'd in vapor, and the 

winds are laid with sound. 

But the jingluig of the guinea helps the hurt 

that Honor feels. 
And the nations do but murmur, snarling at 

each other's 'heels. 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 35 

Cau I but relive in sadness ? I will turn that 
earlier page. 

Hide me from my deep emotion, O tbou won- 
drous Motber-Age ! 

Make me feel the wild pulsation tbat I felt be- 
fore tbe strife, 

When I beard my days before me, and the 
tumult of my life ; 

Yearning for the large excitement that the 

coming years would yield. 
Eager-hearted as a boy when first he leaves his 

father's field. 
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36 LOCKSLET HALL. 

And at night along the dusky highway near 

and nearer drawn. 
Sees in heaven the light of London flaring like 

a dreary dawn ; 

And his spirit leaps within him to be gone 

before him then^ 
Underneath the light he looks at, in among 

the throngs of men ; 

Men, my brothers, men the workers, ever reap- 
ing something new : 

That which they have done but earnest of the 
things that they shall do ; 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 39 

For I dipt into the future^ fkr as human eye 
could see. 

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the won- 
der that would be ; 

Saw the heavens fill with commerce, argosies 

of magic sails, 
Pilots of the purple twilight, dropping down 

with costly bales; 

Heard the heavens filled with shouting, and 

there rained a ghastly dew 
From the nations' airy navies grappling in the 

central blue ; 
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40 LOGESLEY HALL. 

Ear along the world-wide whisper of the south- 
wind rushing warm. 

With the standards of the peo 
thro' the thunder-storm; 

Till the war-drum throbb'd no lo 

battle-flags were furl'd 
In the Parliament of man, the 

the world. 

There the common sense of most shall hold 

a fretful realm in awe. 
And the kindly ^arth shall slumber, lapt in 

universal law. 
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Glares at one that nods and winks behind a slowly, 
dying fire." 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 43 

So I triumphed, ere my passion sweeping thro' 

me left me dry. 
Left me with the palsied heart, and left me 

with the jaundiced eye; 

Eye, to which all order festers, all things here 

are out of joint. 
Science moves, but slowly slowly, creeping on 

from point to point : 

Slowly comes a hungry people, as a lion, creep- 
ing nigher. 

Glares at one that nods and winks behind a 
slowly-dying fire: 
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44 I^CKSLET HALU 

Yet I doubt not tbro' the ages one increasing 

purpose runs. 
And the thoughts of men are widen'd with the 

process of the suns. 

What is that to him that reaps not harvest of 

his youthful joys, 
Tho' the deep heart of existence beat for ever 

like a boy's P 

K^nowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and I 

linger on the shore, 
Aud the individual withers, and the world is 

more and more. 
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LOGKSLEY HALL. 45 

Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and he 
bears a laden breast, 

Full of sad experience, moving toward the still- 
ness of his rest. 

Hark, my merry comrades call me, sounding 
on the bugle-hom. 

They to whom my foolish passion were a tar- 
get for their scorn: 

Shall it not be scorn to me to harp on such a 

moulder'd string? 
I am shamed thro' all my nature to have loved 

so slight a thing. 
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46 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

Weakness to be wroth with weakness! wo- 
man's pleasure, woman's pain — 

Nature made them blinder motions bounded 
in a shallower brain: 

Woman is the lesser man, and all thj passions, 

matched with mine, 
Are as moonlight unto sunlight, and as water 

unto wine — 

Here at least, where nature sickens, nothing. 

Ab, for some retreat 
Deep in yonder shining Orient, where my life 

began to beat; 
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LOCKSLBY HALL. 47 

Where m wild Mabratta-battle fell my father 

evil-starr'd ; — 
I was left a trampled orphan, and a selfish un- 

cle's ward. 

Or to burst all links of habit — there to wan- 
der far away. 

On from island unto island at the gateways of 
the day. 

Larger constellations burning, mellow moons 

and liappy skies. 
Breadths of tropic shade and palms in cluster, 

knots of Paradise. 
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48 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

Never comes the trader, never floats an Euro- 
pean flag. 

Slides the bird o'er lustrous woodland, swings 
the trailer from the crag; 

Droops the heavy-blossom'd bower, hangs the 

heavy-fruited tree — 
Summer isles of Eden lying in dark-purple 

spheres of sea. 

There methinks would be enjoyment more than 

in this march of mind. 
In the steamship, in the railway, in the 

thoughts that shake mankind. 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 49 

There the passions cramp'd no longer shall 
have scope and breathing-space; 

I will take some savage woman, she shall rear 
my dusky race. 

Iron-jointed, supple-sinew'd, they shall dive, 

and they shall run. 
Catch the wild goat by the hair, and harl their 

lances in the sun ; 

Whistle back the parrot's call, and leap the 
rainbows of the brooks. 

Not with blinded eyesight poring over misera- 
ble books — 
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50 L0CK8LEY HALL. 

Fool, again tlie dream, the fancy ! but I km)w 

my words are wild, 
But I count the gray barbarian lower than the 

Christian child. 

/, to herd with narrow foreheads, vacant of 

our glorious gains, 
Like a beast with lower pleasures, like a beast 

with lower pains ! 

Mated with a squalid savage — what to me 

were sun or clime? 
I the heir of all the ages, in the foremost files 

of time — 
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LOGKSLET HALL. 53 

I that rather held it better men should perish 

one by one, 
than that earth should stand at gaze like 

Joshua's moon in Ajalon ! 

Not in vain the distance beacons. Forward, 

forward let us range. 
Let the great world spin forever down the 

ringing grooves of change. 

Thro' the shadow of the globe we sweep into 

the younger day : 
Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle of 

Cathay. 
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54 LOCKSLEY HALL. 

Motlier-Age (for mine I knew not) help me as 

when life begun : 
Eift the hills, and roll the waters, flash the 

lightnings, weigh the Sun — 

O, T see the crescent promise of my spirit hath 

not set. 
Ancient founts of inspiration well thro' all my 

fancy yet. 

Howsoever these things be, a long farewell 

to Locksley Hall ! 
Now for me the woods may wither, now for 

me the roof-tree fall. 
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LOCKSLEY HALL. 57 

Comes a vapor from the margin, blackeniug 

over heath and holt, 
Cramming all the blast before it, m its breast 

a thunderbolt. 

Let it fall on Locksley Hall, with rain or hail, 

or fire or snow ; 
For the mighty wind arises, roaring seaward, 

and I go. 
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THE TALKING OAK. 



iNCE more the gate beMnd me falls ; 
Once more before my face 
I see the moulder'd Abbey-walls, 
That stand within the chace. 



Beyond the lodge the city lies, 
Beneath its drift of smoke ; 

And ah ! with what delighted eyes 
I turn to yonder oak. 
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G2 THE TALKING OAK. 

For when my passion first began, 
Ere that, which in me burn'd. 

The love^ that makes me thrice a man, 
Could hope itself retum'd ; 

To yonder oak within the field 
I spoke without restraint. 

And with a larger faith appeal'd 
Than Papist unto Saint. 

For oft I talk'd with him apart, 
And. told him of my choice. 

Until he plagiarized a heart, 
And answer'd with a voice. 
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THE TALKING OAK. 63 

Tlio' what he whisper'd, under Heaven 

None else could understand ; 
I found him garrulously given, 
A babbler in the land. 

But since I heard him make reply 

Is many a weary hour; 
'T were well to question him, and try 

If yet he keeps the power. 

Hail, hidden to the knees in fern. 

Broad Oak of Sumner-chace, 
Whose topmost branches can discern 

The roofs of Sumner-place ! 
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64 THE TALKING OAK. 

Saj tbou, whereon I carved her name. 

If ever maid or sponse. 
As fair as mj Olivia, came 

To rest beneath thy boughs. — 

" Walter, I have sheltered here 

Whatever maiden grace 
The good old Summers, year by year. 

Made ripe in Sumner-chace ; 

" Old Summers, when the monk was fat. 
And, issuing shorn and sleek. 

Would twist his girdle tight, and pat 
The girls upon the cheeky 
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THE TALKING OAK. 65 

"Ere yet, in scorn of Peter's-pence, 
And numbered bead, and shrift. 

Bluff Harry broke into the spence. 
And turn'd the cowls adrift : 

" And I have seen some score of those 
Fresli faces, that would thrive 

When his man-»ninded offset rose 
To chase the deer at five ; 

" And all that from the town would stroll, 
Till that wild wind made work 

In which the gloomy brewer's soul 
Went by me, like a stork : 
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66 THE TALKING OAK. 

" The slight she-slips of loyal blood, 

And others, passing praise, 
Strait4aced, but all-too-full in bud 

Eor puritanic stays : 

" And I have shadow'd many a group 

Of beauties, that were bom 
In teacup-times of hood and hoop, 

Or while the patch was worn ; 

f 
" And, leg and arm with love-knots gay, 

About me leap'd and laugh'd 
The modish Cupid of the day. 

And shriird his tinsel shaft. 
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" I swear (and else may insects prick 

Each leaf into a gall) 
This girl, for whom your heaH is sick, 

Is three times worth them all ; 

" For those and theirs, by Nature's law, 

Have faded long ago ; 
But in these latter springs I saw 

Your own Olivia blow, 

" From when she gamboU'd on the greens, 

A baby-germ, to when 
The maiden blossoms of her teens 

Could number five from ten. 
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C8 THE TALKING OAK. 

" I swear, by leaf, and wind, and rain, 
(And hear me with thine ears,) 

That, tho' I circle in the grain 
Five hundred rings of years — 

" Yet, since I first could cast a shade. 

Did never creature pass 
So slightly, musically made. 

So light upon the grass : 

" For as to fairies, that will flit 
To make the greensward fresh, 

I hold them exquisitely knit. 
But far too spare of flesh." 
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THE TALKING OAK. 69 

0, bide tby knotted knees in fern. 

And overlook the cbace ; 
And from tby topmost braneb discern 

Tbe roofs of Sumner-place. 

But tbou, wbereon I carved lier name, 

Tbat oft bast beard my vows. 
Declare wben last Olivia came 

To sport beneatb tby bougbs. 

" O yesterday, you know, tbe fair 

Was bolden at tbe town ; 
Her fatber left bis good arm-cbair. 

And rode bis bunter down. 
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70 THE TALKING OAK. 

" x\ad with him Albert came on his. 

I looked at him with joj : 
As cowslip unto oxlip is. 

So seems she to the boy. 

"An hour had past — and, sitting straight 
Within the low- wheeled chaise. 

Her mother trundled to the gate. 
Behind the dappled grays. 

" But, as for her, she stay'd at home 

And on the roof she went, 
And down the way you used to come. 

She look'd with discontent. 
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" She left the novel half-uncut 

Upon the rosewood shelf; 
She left the new piano shut : 

She could not please herself. 

" Tlien ran she, gamesome as the colt, 

And livelier than a lark 
She sent her voice thro' all the holt 

Before her, and the park. 

" A light wind chased her on the wing, 

And in the chase grew wild. 
As close as might be would he cling 

About the darling child : 
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" But light as any wind that blows 

So fleetly did she stir. 
The flower, she touch'd on, dipt and rose. 

And tnm'd to look at her. 

" And here she came, and round me play'd, 

And sang to me the whole 
or those three stanzas that you made 

About my * giant bole ' ; 

"And in a fit of frolic mirth 

She strove to span my waist: 
Alas, I was so broad of girth, 

I could not be embraced. 
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" I wish'd myself the fair young beech 

That here beside me stauds^ 
That round me, clasping each in each, 

She might have lock'd her hands. 

" Yet seem'd the pressure thrice as sweet 

As woodbine's fragile hold. 
Or when I feel about my feet 

The berried briony fold." 

muffle round thy knees with fern. 

And shadow Sumner-chace ! 
Long may thy topmost branch discern 

The roofs of Sumner-place ! 
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But tell me, did she read the name 

I carved with many vows 
When last with throbbing heart I came 

To rest beneath thy boughs ? 

** O yes, she wander*d round and round 

These knotted knees of mine. 
And found, and kiss'd the name she found, 

And sweetly murmur'd thine. 

" A teardrop trembled from its source, 

And down my surface crept. 
My sense of touch is something coarse, 

But I believe she wept. 
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" Tlieu flusli'd iier clieek with rosy light. 
She glanced across the plaiu ; 

But not a creature was in sight : 
She kiss'd me once again. 

** Her kisses were so close and kind. 

That, trust me on my word, 
Hard wood I am, and wrinkled rind. 

But yet my sap was stirr'd : 

" And even into my inmost ring 

A pleasure I discem'd 
Like those blind motions of the Spring, 

That show the year is turn'd. 
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" Thrice-happy he that may caress 
The ringlet's waving balm — 

The cushions of whose touch may press 
The maiden's tender palm. 

" I, rooted here among the groves. 

But languidly adjust 
My vapid vegetable loves 

With anthers and with dust : 

" For ah I my friend, the days were brief 

Whereof the poets talk, 
When that, which breathes within the leaf. 

Could slip its bark and walk. 
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" But could I, as in times foregone. 
From spray, and branch, and stern. 

Have sucked and gathered into one 
The life that spreads in them, 

" She had not found me so remiss ; 

But lightly issuing thro', 
I would have paid her kiss for kiss. 

With usury thereto." 

flourish high, with leafy towers. 

And overlook the lea. 
Pursue thy loves among the bowers. 

But leave thou mine to me. 
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flourish, hidden deep in fern. 

Old oak, I love thee well ; 
A thousand thanks for what I learn 

And what remains to tell. 

" 'T is little more : the day was warm ; 

At last, tired out with play, 
She sank her head upon her arm 

And at my feet she lay. 

" Her eyelids dropp'd their silken eaves. 

I breathed upon her eyes 
Thro' all the summer of my leaves 

A welcome mix'd with sighs. 
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" I took the swarming sound of life — 

The music from the town — 
The murmurs of the drum and fife 

And lull'd them in my own. 

" Sometimes I let a sunbeam slip, 

To hght her shaded eye ; 
A second flutter'd round her lip 

Like a golden butterfly ; 

" A third would glimmer on her neck 

To make the necklace shine ; 
Another slid, a sunny fleck. 

From head to ankle fine. 
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" Then close and dark my arms I spread, 
And shadowed all her rest — 

Dropt dews upon her golden head, 
An acorn in her breast. 

" But in a pet she started up, 
And pluck'd it out, and drew 

My little oakling from the cup, 
And flung him in the dew. 

" And yet it was a graceful gift — 

I felt a pang within 
As when I see the woodman lift 

His axe to slay my kin. 
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" I shook Mm down because he was 

The finest on the tree. 
He lies beside thee on the grass. 

k'lss him once for me. 

** kiss him twice and thrice for me, 

That have no lips to kiss. 
For never yet was oak on lea 

Shall grow so fair as this." 

Step deeper yet in herb and fern. 
Look farther thro' the chace. 

Spread upward till thy boughs discern 
The front of Sumner-place. 
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This fruit of thine by Love is blest. 

That but a moment lay 
Where fairer fruit of Love may rest 

Some happy future day. 

I kiss it twice, I kiss it thrice, 
The warmth it thence shall win 

To riper life may magnetize 
The baby-oak within. 

But thou, while kingdoms overset. 
Or lapse from hand to hand. 

Thy leaf shall never fall, nor yet 
Thine acorn in the land. 
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May never saw dismember tbee. 

Nor wielded axe disjoint, 
Tliat art the fairest-spoken tree 

From here to Lizard-point. 

rock upon thy towery top 
All throats that gurgle sweet ! 

All starry culmination drop 
Balm -dews to bathe thy feet ! 

All grass of silky feather grow — 

And while he sinks or swells 
The full south-breeze around thee blow 

The sound of minster bells. 
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Tlie fat eartli feed tliy brancby root, 
That under deeply strikes ! 

Tlie northern morning o'er thee shoot, 
High np, in silver spikes I 

Nor ever lightning char thy grain. 

But, rolling as in sleep. 
Low thunders bring the mellow rain. 

That makes thee broad and deep ! 

And hear me swear a solemn oath. 

That only by thy side 
Will I to Olive plight my troth. 

And gain her for my hride. 
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And when mj marriage mom may fall. 

She, Dryad-like, shall wear 
Alternate leaf and acorn-ball 

In wreath about her hair. 

And I will work in prose and rhyme. 

And praise thee more in both 
Than bard lias honor'd beech or lime. 

Or that Thessalian growth. 

In which the swarthy ringdove sat. 

And mystic sentence spoke ; 
And more than England honors that. 

Thy famous brother-oak. 
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Wherein the younger Charles abode 
Till all the paths were dim, 

And far below the Roundhead rode. 
And humm'd a surly hymn. 
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